ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

think back, I can scarcely see him, I can only sec the
others, the lamplight on their faces and on their full
gesticulating limbs. I can see the Maddelena, rather coarse
and hard and repellent, declaiming her words in a loud,
half-cynical voice, falling on the breast of the Alfredo,
who was soft and sensuous, more like a female, flushing,
with his mouth getting wet, his eyes moist, as he was
roused. I can see the Alberto, slow, laboured, yet with a
kind of pristine simplicity in all his movements, that
touched his fat commonplaceness with beauty. Then there
were the other two men, shy, inflammable, unintelligent,
with their sudden Italian rushes of hot feeling. All their
faces are distinct in the lamplight, all their bodies are
palpable and dramatic.

But the face of the Giuseppino is like a pale luminous-
ness, a sort of gleam among all the ruddy glow, his body is
evanescent, like a shadow. And his being seemed to cast its
influence over all the others, except perhaps the woman,
who was hard and resistant. The other men seemed all
overcast, mitigated, in part transfigured by the will of the
little leader. But they were very soft stuff, if inflammable.

The young woman of the inn, niece of the landlady,
came down and called out across the room.

*We will go away from here now,' said the Giusep-
pino to me. *They dose at eleven. But we have another
inn in the next parish that is open all night Come with
us and drink some wine.*

*But,* I said, *y<m would rather be alone.*

No; they pressed me to go, they wanted me to go with
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